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persistently advanced into the attack with a series of shortk
sprints.   When the fire intensified they lay down, digging'
themselves in, and then, with another series of sprints they
moved on to a new point.    But more to the left, in the
direction of the monastery, the insurgent infantry showed no
signs of activity at all.   Gregor wrote a note for Yermako^
and sent it by a courier,
Yermakov rode up in a fury half an hour later. He
dismounted by the battery tether-post and, breathing
heavily, made his way to the trench of the observation post.
" I can't get the cossacks to move ! They won't move ! "
he shouted when still some distance off, waving his hands.
" We've already lost twenty-three men, gone as though
they'd never been. Did you see the way the Reds mowed
them down with machine-guns ? "
" The officers are^ advancing, but you tell me you can't
get your men on to*their feet ? " Gregor hissed through his
teeth.
" But you look ! Every one of their platoons has got a
hand machine-gun, and they're stuffed with cartridges to
their eyebrows. But what have we got ? "
" Now, no excuses f Lead them into the advance at once,
or we'll have your head off 1 "
Yermakov cursed terribly, and ran down from the rise.
Gregor followed him, resolved to lead the second infantry
regiment into the attack himself.
Close to the flank gun, which was cleverly concealed under
branches of hawthorn, he was halted by the battery com-
mander.                                                                             ^
** Just come and admire the British handiwork, Gregor
Pantalievich! They're about to open fire on the bridge.
Let's go up to the top of the rise."
Through field-glasses they could just discern the slender
ribbon of the pontoon bridge which Red sappers had thrown
across the Don. Wagons were rolling across it in an unbroken
stream.
Some ten minutes later the British battery, situated in a
hollow beyond a stony ridge, opened fire.   With the fourth
shell the bridge was smashed almost in its centre. The stream^
of wagons came to a halt.   The Red Army men hurriedly*
set to work to throw the shattered britchkas and dead
horses into the river,